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TO THE VENERATED SHADES OF ^SCULAPIUS, 
HIPPOCRATES, GALEN, AND AVICENNA ; 

TO THE SHADES OF ALL THE TROJAN HEROES ; 

TO THE SHADE OF EVERY TRUE KNIGHT FROM GODFREY 

DE BOUILLON KING OF JERUSALEM, 

DOWN TO THE COURTEOUS KNIGHT OF LA MANCHA ; 

TO THE REVERED GHOSTS OF DOUGLAS AND OF THE PERCY ; 

TO THE AVENGING GHOST OF HAMLET'S FATHER ; 

AND FINALLY, TO THE GHOST OF ROB ROY, AND TO THE 

MANES OF ALL AND EVERY GALLANT DECEASED 

BORDER WARRIOR OF THE OLDEN TIME ; 

THIS HISTORY, WHICH VERIFIETH THAT THE FIRES OF 
CHIVALRY ARE NOT YET QUITE EXTINGUISHED 

UPON EARTH, 

IS, WITH THE UTMOST AUDACITY, BUT YET THE 
HIGHEST CONGRATULATIONS, 

DEDICATED. 



THE KNICHTS OF ST. JOHN 
AND THE CROSS. 



O, HAE ye na heard o' the mortal fray, 
O, hae ye na heard o' the awsome shine, 

Mang' our Galen's sons for a year an' a day, 
In the " canny toun'' o' the Coaly Tyne ? 



There's twal' gude men on ilka side, 

There's twal' an' mair baith leal an' true ; 

But the Mortimer Glover his prowess an' pride 
The Charltoun and Embletoun sune may rue ! 

O, a generous heart had Sir Mortimere, 
An' Strang and glib o' tongue was he, 

An' a Knicht o' St. John o' the Holy Lan', 
An' the Flower o' our Border chivalerie. 



The Embletoun 
and Oharltoun 
Knights should 
beware the 
superior 
prowess and 
chivalry of the 
Knight of St. 
John of 
Jerusalem. 
The issue may 
be 

un&Yourable 
.to them. 



Now the loons they swore that the Glover no more 
Suld help them to teach the young an' free ; 

An' the cock o' the walk, wi' his ftiss an' his talk. 
They leuch whan they spak o', right wantonlie ! 



They will not 
let him teach 
the lads. 
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6 THE KNIOHTS OF ST. JOHN AND THE OKOSS, 

ttTT^m^ But the Glover 's awa', an' Dawson an' a', 
Sw w^op, An' they're aiF to the Knicht o' the Forth sae slee : 
thl ForSi, who " Now, brither Knicht, will ye help the richt, 

" An' battle our faes as a Knicht suld dae ?" 



They speak Then up spak' Harry an' up spak' Jo, 

Twa lions young an' fair to see : — 
" 0, we'll back our sire thoro' flood an' fire, 
" An' the Deil tak him who Arst sail flee !" 



Thetiiird " jfoo, hio vo awa'," quo' the slee Sir John, 

warrior giveth ' •/ ' t. 

them counsel. « H^^j ^^a' ^ff to the auld Musee : 
" Reive ilka bane and ilka beaste, 

" An' dinna forget — to tak aff the key !" 



mie raid of the « Hoo ! hoo ! lads, awa' ! noo for clutch an' for claw, 

Museum by ' 

night. « A. Glover ! a Glover ! Ha ! ha ! ha ! ha ! 

" Aff, aff wi' the gear ! let the bauldest come here, 
" An' wrestle a fa' wi' the stout Mortimere !" 



The Knight An' ho 's uaiUt his gauntlet again' the wa'. 

Templar a » i • i » • 

naueth his An aboou it a cartel o poesie : — 

glove therein, 

ajid in poesie " Q, the loou wha taks doun the Glover's glove, 

challengeth " 

all eomers. « By the Glover's han' that loon sail dee !" 



The night An' they're marchit awa' wi' the gear they staw, 
stable. An' they lukit before, an' they lukit behind ; 

But the fae he is gane, or as still as a stane. 
An' to Dawson's stable their train they wind. 



OR THE RAID THE AULD MUSEE. 7 

'' Now, oot wi' the steeds an' ilk thing that bleeds, ^^^ged "' 
" Our horses hae bane, but nae bluid, I trow \" therein. 

An' they're rank'd in the stalls, an' they're hang'd on 
the walls, 
Ah ! that skeleton army as white as snow ! 



An' 0, whar' but there, were wylde bestis rare, 
Grim Lions, an' Leopards, an' Teegers twa ! 

An' a muckle Pit Horse, an' an eerie Morse ! 
An' a Wolfe, an' a Bear an' her Cubs, an' a' ! 



Some objects 
contained in 
the spoil. 



An' the Moon she luked doun frae her silver throne, 
Sae saft an' pure frae the lift sae hie ! 

O, the marshall'd spile, in her shimmery smile, 
Gleam'd ae mass o' polish'd ivorie ! 



TbeMoon 
looketh upon 
the spoil, and 
adometh it. 



An' the Glover he 's up tiv the hayloft I ween. 
In his armoure bricht, wi' his broadsword keen, 

An' his sax-barrell'd Colts are a' chargit an' sure, 
An' his step is fierce an' his brow is doure. 



The Knight, 
armed, 
watcheth the 
spoils. 



An' ane well-tried squire, he tramps it belaw, 
To keep watch an' keep ward whatever befa' ; 

An' the Knicht o' St. John, now the raid is done, 
Breathes out to the stars this malaison : — 



£Us Squire 
attendeth him. 



The Knight 
maligneth his 
enemies. 



" Fause Charltoun, an* you grim Embletoun, 
" An' a' the kit o' your faithless crew, 

" Come awa' to me, bricht blade in ban', 
" An' this single arm sail gar ye rue I 
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THE KNICHTS OF ST. JOHN AND THE CROSS, 



He 

apostrophizeth 
their most 
ancient 
warrior. He 
likeneth him 
unto a bird. 



'' Fou* £&' the traitor knaves ! we ken 

" They've work'd us mickle pain an' dree ; 
** An' fou' fa' him^ that faase aold man, 

^' Lean type o' gaunt hungrie Whiggerie ! 
** He wadna' fecht and he wadna fend, 

*^ Whan he saw nocht to fill his craw ; 
^' An' noo he preens his draggled plumes, 

" Lang, yellow-nebbed Heronshaugh !" 



mie Knight of Then the Charltoun luked out o' his window aloft, 

the Holy Cross 

wS'u^ce * °^ ^^' ^^ ^^ *^® bauld Templar wi lips a' faem ; ^ 
^^dow, and ^j^> Y^Q crossit his breast — an' slid canny to bed : — 

An', " O, wow ! but this nicht I am best at hame/^ 



something. 
He taketh time 
to consider. 



An' had ye stawn oot, brave Knicht o' the Cross, 
To stir up that lion within his lair, 

O, your winsome ladie's witchin' smile 

Wad hae gladden'd your ee — no, nivir mair ! 



;ftl^t m. 



^es^'""^ Now Craster's awa' to bauld Embletoun, 

weeping, 
acquainteth 



An' he loutit low — an' he grat his ee : 
an^^n with " 0, the Glover has herreit our nest an' awa', 

" An' he has na forgat — to tak' aff the key !" 



the exploits of 
the Templar. 



The Knight 
smiteth the 
Janitor. 



Syne red grew the cheek o' bauld Embletoun, 
An' an angry man I vow was he ; 

A.n' he clankit the Janitor ower the lug — 
" Tak' that, fause knave, to gie him the key !" 



OR THE RAID THE AULD MUSEE. 

But they're aff an' awa' to our slee Toun Clerk, 
An' he ken't the law richt famouslie ! 

" O, a Claytoun's word, noo, my bonny bird — 
" Sail we clap the thiefis in Chauncerie ?" 



The Knight of 
the Gross and 
his Men seek 
out the Town 
Clerk for 
counsel. 



Noo our Clerk o' the Toun was a gamesome loon, 
An' he prickit his lug an' he cockit his ee : — 

" Gae awa' ! gae awa' ! dinna brak the law, 
^ But dae to the knaves what they did to ye !'' 



The Clerk 
adviseththem. 



But they're afF to John Fenwyk for his opine, 
An' the buirdliest chiel was John o' a' ; 

An' they fand him birlin' the bluidred wine 
Wi some chosen guests in his auncient Ha'. 



For better 
advice they 
repair to an 
ancient 
lawyer. 



Then out an' spak the E/odcross Knicht : — 
" Noo tell us John Fenwyk what we're to dae 

" Wi' the Glover chiels, black band o' deils, 

" For they've rifled an' ravish'd our auld Musee !" 



They state 
their case. 



John lap a loup, an' he leuch a leuch, 
But it was ane leuch o' ironie ; 

An' he strak the table wi' his nieve 
Till the bluidred wine span up on hie ! 



" Noo, my bonny Charl, did the Claytoun carle, 
" Whan he prickit his lug and he cockit his ee- 

" Did he say, ' Gae awa' ! dinna brak the law, 
" 'An' dae to the knaves as they did to ye V 
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THE KNICHTS OF ST. JOUN AND THE CROSS, 



The ancient 

lawyer 

perceiveth 

that they 

&lter. He 

reproacheth 

them. 



' An' but ye're fear'd to be mislear'd, 
" An' but vour livers are white as snaw ! 

" An' 3'e tak' the Fenwyke for some craven tyke, 
« To cozen an' glozen wi" lip an' law ! 



ttem to"** " -^ ^^ ^y bluid frae King Edward gude, 
ds^h hto** " ^' frae tlie stalworthe Lord Percie ? 

lineage. 
Heuseth 

invective. << j^^^ tuHi'd in my veins to the puddle bree \ 



" An' is that bluid, yc caitiffs rude, 



" An' dae ye na ken o' the thoosan's o' men 
" 0' my kith an' kin in this northcountrie, 

" Wha for reivin' an' raid, on the Borders braid, 
" Where hangit by scores on the gallowstree ? 



He setteth 
forth a 
precedent. 



" An' they paled na their cheeks for mortal wight 

" In red Carlyle at Haribee ; 
" An' it 's me ye're speirin' gif ye sail gae forth 

" To daur a feit o' jeopardie ! 



The ancient 
lawyer 

espieth among 
them a 
kinsman. He 
giveth them a 
war cry. He 
confirmeth 
the opinion of 
the Town 
Clerk. 

The ancient 
lawyer 
reJbresheth 
them with a 
quaich. He 
suggesteth 
their speedy 
departure. 



" Now if there's a Fenwyk amang ye a', 

" (An' there is ane Sam, I surely see,) 
" Up an' cry, 'A Fenwyke ! a Fenwyke! ! a Fenwyke ! ! !' 

" An' harrie the lave o' the auld Musee ! 

" Hech ! there's a quaich, my merry men a', 
" For ye^re laith, ye're laith, I plainly see ; 

" An' the loon that bides whan he's quaff 'd his quaich, 
" Gad ! out ower the window I'll gar him flee !" 



OR THE RAID THE AULD MUSEE. 
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iTutte MS* 

It ^s noo the witchin' hour o' nicht, 

An' they've dmg'd doun the door o' the auld Musee, 
An', " blessed Mary, an' a' the Saints, ^gM^'*^""" 

/^ I see na' the half o' what here suld be !" ^^^"^^^ ***" 



" But to wark ! dinna dawdle my merry men a', 
" Bob, reive, an' rifle whatever ye may, 

" We hae law ! we hae law ! but before cockcraw, 
" We maun aff, an' crousely bestow the prey." 



He 

eDcourageth 
his men. 



Now o' bane there was nane — ^for the Glover had ta'en what the 
What the Deil an' himsel thocht best to spile, his famuiar 

took. And 

Save an' auld, auld Elch, an' a dour, dour Selch, w^it they lett 

' ' ^ ^ ^ behind. 

An' a lang — lang ^gimin' Crocodile ! 



But what a show, roun', aboon, an' below, 
O' livers a' steep 'd in the briny bree ! 

Lichts, stammacks, an' hearts, an' a' the parts 
That gie signs o' ilk human infirmitie ! 



But the bonniest prize whilk that nicht mocht devise, 
Was the thoosan's o' bottled Manikins grey, 

Like the wee'est, wee'est Monks in their cowls, 
Nae mortal micht tell were they child or fay ! 



The wee monks 
and the grey 
manikins. 



1 2 THE KNIGHTS OF ST. JOHN AND THE CROSS, 

ttie^^ghi of ^^^ ^^^ ^^^ ^^ craw'd, and the day has daw'd, 
Smfpro^g An' lanesome an' reft is the auld Musee ; 
^.*crow. An' the Glover an' Dawson cam' prowlin' doun, 

To see what there their eyes mocht see. 



S^iSSientiy ^^* 0> DawsoH has s'oon'd in brave Glover's arms, 
fainteth. ^^, ^ wcchty, wechty chiel was he ! 

An' afore that he e'er cam' back to himsel', 
He has brocht the stout Templar to his knee. 



£^^*^^ ^ ^^'' " ^ waly, waly," then Dawson cried, 
a " An', 0, but he cried richt piteousUe : 

" 0, waly, waly ! I wis I were deid, 
" For a waesome sicht my eyes do see ! 



" 0, whar' are they gaun ? — reived, robbit, an' stawn, 
"My puir wee Weans, an' my Manikins grey ! 

" An the wee'est — wee'est Monks in their cowls, 
Nae mortal could tell were they baim or fay ! 



S wTo^*** " Wha cleekit them into this warld o' strife, 
™®''*®- " Lang or e'er the puir babes ae breath could draw ? 

" Wha clankit them out o' their wondrous nests, 
" An' their mithers ne'er kenn'd they were oot ava ! 



^e i^^meth « ]^qq i^q yp^ gij. Kuicht, to you drcario wa', 
the Knight. « ^^ ggp gif ^Yie Glover's glove ye see : 

" They hae lifted the glove an' the cartel an' a', 
" An' their best hearts' bluid sail sprinkle me !" 



OR THE RAID o' THE AULD MUSEB,j 
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Then out spak' the brave Kjiicht o' the Holy Lan', 
(An' he swore an aith I dauma name,) 

" The mom, the moor, an' our broadswords bricht, 
" An' Deil ane o' the rascals sail e'er wm hame !" 



The Glover's 
bloody resolve. 



Now these vengefii' men, ae score an' ten, 
They're oot on the muir at paces three, 

In the mom's grey licht ; but for sabres bricht, 
They hae sax-barrell'd Colts : 0, mercie, me ! 



The challenged 
have the choice 
of arms. 



An' O, but it waes me to tell the tale 
that awfii' mom in the licht sae grey ; 

For the orphan's cry an' the widow's wail 
Hae been wi' us sin' syne for a year an' a day ! 



Ilk knicht bang'd aflPhis sax-barrell'd Colt, 
An' ilk knicht roll'd o'er on the gory lee ; 

Yet they fire awa', without grace or law, 
Full nine-score shottis as near 's may be ! 



What 

happened at 
the first fire. 
Nevertheless 
they continue 
the combat. 



An' the men in the barracks lap into their sarks The soldiers 

At the stun an' the din o' artillerie ; themselves 

•n r\ 1 * ^ ii'ii »i ii % ^ hastily, and 

But O, deid was each knicht ! — an they thocht o' the repair to the 

spot. 
ficht The military 

are remmded 

0' thae fearsome creatures o' Kilkennie ! ^n^?® „„ „ * 

Kilkenny cats. 



Now peace to their banes ! dinna stir their stanes ! 

For folk say, (an' ye ken it as weel as me,) 
That while they sleep there, without mass or prayer, 

" Death fa's fii' licht on the northcountrie." 



Superstitious 
belief of the 
people. 



14 THE KNIGHTS OF ST. JOHN, ETC. 

toweSfa ^^' mony a loon in our " caiinie toun," 
SiJ^'^sSme As he wipes the saut tear frae aff his ee, 

It toketh Cries — " Od safe our kin ! it's an ill, ill win', 
«>ni or ,, Blaws nocht o' gude to somebodie." 



Gateshead : Printed at the Observer Steam Press, by W. L. Douglas. 
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